DREAM OF THE OVERLOOK
to most, a form of surrender to thought and occurrence through apparatus not your own, hours of rendezvous with the absent, the air, the demonic. Obviously some people can be put off by the idea of staying alone in a place where something like that actually happened once, much less one where it happens all the time, but when we reckon ourselves haunted, it is beyond mere house. Now hold your eyes still so that I can see.
Midnight: the construction draws attention to its secret passages;
in intimate office, a wisdom is revealed in the periphrasis a finance counselor laps from a lap.
The stars: and quiet, through evening's hush, a stranger murmuring tranquility to those closed in the narrow cell arousing beyond or before more bourbon takes.
And you: that voice from afar, a flow of warm waves I drift off remembering, that radiance through clouds archaically measured in foot-candles: I think you hurt my head real bad. Admittedly you're under binding contract to do so. On the flipside much of the damage has animated production of the interior as I know it, made me more myself making brute with me, kindling them old predatory embers never quite satisfactorily displaced into numbers, as off in the distance, almost picturesquely, the blizzard obliterates the humming topography of Colorado, the hard writing of the place: one sentence reconfigured page after page, no progress THE IOWA REVIEW but insistence, an entity meant in the plural, not single wolves but a pack: in believing oneself to be just one one made the first mistake. I think the next is to think of the axe in our hands, blood everywhere, rather than just pick it up, get on with it. One's economic interests don't tell me to smother the beast in me, they tell us to put it to work. I and the others have come to believe somewhere in the future it will be just like nothing ever happened, or like the sound of the horn at the heart of nowhere. Notice the group photo in which I stand apart from but attached to. I feel I should die if I let myself be drawn into the center no less than if I just let go.
TIMOTHY DONNELLY
